
PERSONALITIES OF AUTHORS AND OF ARTISTS
Self-Portrait of an Art Critic

AUTHORS AND I..ART AND I. Two
Volumes. By C. Lewis Hinds. John
Lane Company.
Reviewed by WILLIS STEELL.
Let us proofed serially, although the

choice of authors first may be ar¬

bitrary. They number sixty, aj\d it
is human to envy the writer of this
book, an acquaintance that includes
authors 30 diverse as Gabrlele d'An-
nunzlo and O. Henry. The envy rather
dies out -when the envler discovers
that Mr. Hinds had in many instances
not so much as a bowing acquaintance
with the worthies in his volume of
short but genial memories.
One of these instances is Henry

Adams, who opens the book. Mr.
Hinds asks himself: "Old 1 ever meet
Henry Adams? Perhaps so; he was
a cosmopolitan-." Richard Harding
Davis he saw hut a minute in the
dusk when inquiring what he was

doing on a stranger's lawn. "The
handsome gentleman, in a firm voice,
replied as if his five words explained
everything,: 'I am Richard Harding
Davis.' "

Another author whom Mr. Hinds
saw but momentarily was William de
Morgan. Going into a shop in Chelsea
to buy a penknife he noticed an elderly
gentleman in consultation with the
proprietor, who volunteered informa¬
tion about him. And as for Gabrlele
d'Annunzio, Mr. Hinds sat near enough
his table in the dining room of the
Hotel Danlele in Venice to hear the
bard-aviator talk.
Thus if C. Lewis Hinds did not in

every case actually pluck the rose he
sometimes came within range of its
perfume. With Henry James he
touched the petals, for according to
his own testimony he had tea with the
large, solemn author of "The Spoils
of Poypton" in the charming house at
Rye.
The novelist seems to have given his

guest a ponderous welcome (but an ex¬
cellent if somewhat informal "tea"),
and the conversation occasionally
lapsed. Once when this happened Mr.
Hinds praised the canary. "Yes.er,"
countered Henry James, "and the little
creature sings his songs of gratitude
and admiration with.er.the slightest
modicum of encouragement from.er.
me."
With time on one's hands.a rainy

Sunday afternoon, for instance.this
volume of random recollections, revela¬
tions of personal llklnsrs and dlsllklngs,
here and there a pungent criticism, an
anecdote, a bit of gossip, ought to be a

cheery companion. The author regrets
mildly that he is 3.000 miles away from
his own library, and when he wishes to
refresh his memory of an author or his
books he is forced to go to the Fifty-
eighth street branch of the Public
Library and borrow them. Tt seems to
be a labor of love .with him to cart
away (In a taxi) as many volumes of
an author as he can lay his hands on
and religiously read them over at his
own fireside.

Mr. Hinds refers to himself as a

"book man." The definition, in the
face of what he has written, does not
define. But no one will deny that he
is an oniniverous reader. He was at
one time editor of The Arademy.
Where there was so much authentic

knowledge of authors to be drawn on
as this writer evidently holds In his

mind, it may be thought that these
were sufficient to make a book of pleas¬
ant recollections, without.er.as
James might have said, padding. Other
people who passed Tennyson In the
country road, or caught sight of Kip¬
ling going into his porch in "a garden
hat," may take heart from this book
and write their recollections. Mr.
Hinds Is not suro, but thinks he was

once a fellow guest at dinner of Walter
Pater. The uncertainty Is worth a

couple of pages, or gets them, anyway.
Now, Mr. Hinds's admiring critic can

tell a better story around this original
talent. As a youth of twenty who
gazed transfixed by Titian's Venus in

the Academia In Venice he heard a
hoarse whisper over his shoulder which
said: "Clothed on with Chastity!"
The whisperer, a short, stocky figure

with a red face and green eyes behind
glasses and wearing, that very hot day,
a pair of deep red kid gloves, said no
more but strolled away. Several times
thereafter the youth saw him in the
I*iazza, but nobody knew who he was.

The next fall when the young traveller
had got as far north as Oxford he
found people there on the qui vive for
the first lecture of the season in the
famous library because Walter Pater
was to deliver It.
The day arrived, and who should

come on the platform but the "Clothed
on with Chastity" stranger. He. un¬

folded his manscrlpt, turned the pages,
moved his lips, but apparently no

sound Issued. Then, noticing a rest¬
lessness among his audience (mostly
females), Walter Pater advanced to
the front of the stage and said in the
recognizable hoarse whisper: "Can you
all hear me?"
In his second edition of "Authors

and I." Mr. Hinds is welcome to add
this anecdote to his Pater recollections.
It has never been printed before.
"Art and I," the twin of the other

volume, merits a more serious treat¬
ment. It is, like its mate, easy and
pleasant reading, but the personal note
sounds surer. That may be easily ac¬

counted for. Modern writers, some of
them, are still Shakespearian enough
to keep themselves out of their books;
pictures are more self-reveallng. A
painting hangs on the wall to be
studied at length and at any season; a

self-respecting author refuses to be
hung on a wall, though he may be put
on the shelf without loss of caste.
Throughout this volume, which does

not need a blue ribbon round Its neck
to distinguish it from its twin, the
loving study of pictures Is apparent
and the author's open soul has been
rewarded with lively enjoyment that
spreads out to the reader. He was not
born with a sneer on- his lips, says
Mr. Hinds, and he Is eager to learn
ahout post impressionism, cubism and
later forms that have taken the places
of these. When he sees an artist
striving to recover the "childish" view,
by which he means the direct view,
this author and picture lover delights
to follow him. No eccentricity repels
him and the names of Degaa. Cezanne,
Gauguin. Van Gogh, Picasso. Plcabla,
Mattisee are in his list of masters.
He finds delight also In Augustus John
and so on down to or up to Rockwell
Kent. Walt Kuha and Ryder. He even
sat to Wolmark, and in spite of his

The Book Factory
By EDWARD ANTHONY.

"There's a fellow outside with a volume
of pomes

(The title. I think It 'The Beautiful
Gnomes'),

Tlr says ifs the best of poetical tomes."
"I'll see him nest Christmas," the

publisher saM.
"There's a gentleman 10aiting to tell

Vou about
.t novel of his, which, iqithout any

doubt
(So he says), it-ill make critics with

happiness shout."
"Oh, tetl him I'm ill or rheumatic.

or dead."
"There's also a lady who's just come

away
From Russia; she says that the lisds

are at bay,
And she's willing to write it at so

much a day."
"I've fust left for Portugal, China

and Mars."
"And then there's a hook seller.looks

like a gink.
From somewhere out West; Indiana, I

think.
I'll tell Mm you're out buying authors

a drink."
"A book sellcrT h 1 uHth himt Boy,

the cigars I"

One of the thin** that Mre. Walter
S^fton. the satirical artist (better
known as "Fish"), told us when we
Interviewed her Wae this: "When I
asked a certain matron what she
thought of the hook of poems I found
on her library tn!>l<> she replied, *1
wouldn't part with It for anything.
Tt b1end« so well with the furnishings
of the room.*"

In Btinnley MaoNamnrw'a latest
novel, "In Clay and In Tlronw" (Bren-
tnno), Martin Dulguan's father has
two vice*. He periodically gets drunk
and when In his cups he always In¬
dulges In an orgy of book buying. It
sill renders were like that the pub-
ll^hpre would do well to chanRo ife«ir

ANY LOVER OF DOGS
will enjoy these fine Morie* hy
Albert Payson Terhune

BRUCE
i* thought hy many reader*
to be a better story than

LAD
which made a «en«ation s«
the greatest <log story to he
found in many a day.

Each, M.00
E. P DUTTON & CO., 611 5th A»t. N. Y.

I

well known slogan to "Buy a bottle a
week."

"I see Alf Knopf's (jetting out Knut
Hamsun's 'Growth of the Soil,'" said
the Intellectual Advertising Man, fin¬
gering hts line rule. "He's the man
who won that literature prise, you
know." * j
"Yep, I know." said the Star Travel¬

ling Salesman, his eyes twinkling, "and
a Nobel achievement I call it, too."
"And I see that Bernard Shaw ha*

written a new play," resumed the I.
A. M. after a vain attempt to kn!fo
the wicked punster with his line rule.
" Back to Methuselah' Is the title and
Brentano's are getting It out."
"Zasso? That guy Shaw Is tireless,

isn't he?"
"It seems so. By the way, the Nrue

Freir. Prraar. of Vienna, In reviewing
the performance of 'Heartbreak House'
in that city, used a novel phrase. They
¦scribed to Mr. Shaw 'eln verdammt
keeker schnable.' **

"Whatever that means," said the
8. T. 8., puffing away at his perfecto.
"I had four yearn of Dutch but
"Tour four years didh't do you any

good." said the I. A. M., studying the
appropriation sheet on his desk. "Ver¬
dammt keeker schnable is German.
It means damn pert beak. In other
words "

"Have a heart," begged the S. T. 8.
as ha flicked the ash off his cigar.
"G. B. 8. Is a grand feller, but there's
other authors, too. Which reminds
me that Vincent Tbanest's 'Four Horse-
men' has been filmed. Ought to make
a good picture If It's anything like the
book."
"The author's Christian name Is

Vicente, not Vincent,' said the I. A.
M , scanning the layout before him.
"And the prospect of seeing the pic¬
ture does not thrill me."
"There's no pleasing you high¬

brows." said the 8. T 8., putting his
feet on the I. A. M.'s desk. <

"You're mistaken," replied the I. A.
M "For Instance, you'll please me

Immensely If you'll take your feet off
that layout."
"Anything to oblige/' snld the 8.

T, 8.. removing the offending No. lis
and placing them on the adjoining
desk. "Hay. have you noticed how the
InW^st In detective stories Is con-
tlnulns? Doublcday. Page A Co. have
Just announced two new ones. 'The
Riddle of the Mysterious Light,' by T.
W Tl:insh"*#v. and That Affair at the
Cedar*,' by Mrs. Lee Thayer. And
Knopf announces another edition of
T. 8 Kletfher's 'The Oranire Yellow
Ulamond.' There's a regular crime
wave In these books. And. what with
the many books of verse, one might
airfo speak of a rhyme wave."

modesty It la plain enough he admires
the portrait
A charming bit of prose Is the ac¬

count of hia first glimpse of Oauguln
when he encountered the "Red Dog"
canvas over the mantel at Maresco
Pearce's; but equally charming 1b his
account of his pleasure in Fragonard's
golden "First Kiss." Indeed, a more all

round "Hirer" it would be hard to find
in the annals of art. But it must be
added that while his sympathies are

extraordinarily developed he always
has a reason for his liking. In the
chapters devoted to the art education
of "Mr. X." the author is able to tell
what he does not like without offend¬
ing any reader.

This Detective Was a Clue Finder
THAT AFFAIR AT "THEJ CEDARS."
By Lee Thayer. Doubled&y, Page A
Co.
After reading one of Mrs. Thayer's

novels the reviewer feels inclined to
watch for her next. The narrative
tnoves swiftly, with a new thrill In
nearly every page. The technique Is
admirable and the book has a finish
that is often lacking in the quickly
written mystery novel. The plot Is
original and clever; the end a sur¬

prise.
The character delineation, though

subordinated to the demands of the

The story opens with the return of
Billy Wainright, who has been miss¬

ing in the war and was given up for
dead. In the meantime Billy's fiancee,
Betty, had married Raymond Austin
to please her mother, because he was

fabulously rich. Raymond finds Billy
and Betty together. The next after¬
noon while the Austins' guests are

having tea on the terrace a shot is
heard and Austin 1b discovered dead In
the library.
At the first glance it seems like sui¬

cide, and this verdict is given at the

Mrs. Lee Thayer.
narrative, la keen and humorous. The
author ha* the subtle gift of making
the reader understand the Inner
processes of her people, whether they
be good or bad. Even the villain Is left
to reveal himself, not being branded
with a red hot poker of righteous In¬
dignation by the author. He is a

dashing adventurer whose heroic qual¬
ities inspire admiration in spite of the
unscrupulous and cold blooded man¬

ner in which he commits murder.
Mr* Thnyer catches the breezy at¬

mosphere of Long Island country life
and her nature touches are vivid.

coroner's inquest. But Peter Clancy, a
detective who is accidentally brought
in on the case, finds evidence that
makes him suspect a murder. He re¬
solves for the sake of Justice to track
down the guilty person. Walnright Is
the man naturally suspected, but as he
digs deeper into the mystery Peter
finds other clues that Involve three
people. They all seem to have been on
the spot at the same time. To tell
more of how he unravelled the tangle
and how he stalked the murderer to
his last stand would be giving away
the story.

He Goes Over the Top Again
THE MADONNA OF THE HIt,lj8. By
Ouy Empey. Harper & Bros.

Mr. Empey certainly whoops over
the top agatn In some respect* in this,
his first novel. It Is a hectic thriller,
with enough screen material In It to
make half a dozen film serials. It
<a something of an anachronism, a

reversion to a type once more familiar
than it is to-day.that is, the yellow
backed penny dreadful of thirty or

forty years ago, though it has some
modern Improvements. Here and there
Is a suggestion of realism, of the Theo¬
dore Dreiaer kind, that wouldn't have
passed the censor of a generation ago,
but Is common enough nowadays,
And, Incidentally, them, hits are the
best of the book. He also resembles
Dreiser.remotely.In his curious oc¬
casional mishandling of th£ long suf¬
fering English language.
From the opening scene to the very

end (404 pages of it) the villain still
pursues her: villains of assorted varie¬
ties, and two leading ladles, with a

few minor victims en passant. Virtue
has a desperately hard time of It, and
.contrary to old fashioned rules.
doesn't always triumph. As to that.
Its moralities are a hit complex, and
the heroine's final solution leaves one
in serious doubts a* to her living hap¬
pily ever after.

It is equipped with a prologue of
eight chapters, dealing with the
heroine's mother. Mollis Eastman the
first. 8hn is a vaudeville actress, and
he has her treed at the outset, and
proceeds to throw stones at her with
euch persistence that she decides to
come down and abandon the hard
paths of virtue. But she is merci¬
fully killed In a taxlc&b accident he-
fore the sacrifice la complete and
leaves her daughter, Mollle the second,
3 years old. as a waif on the East
Side of New York. Hut the child falls
Into good hands, grows up happily,
and Inheriting her mother's beauty,
wonderful voice and taste for the foot¬
lights.and also her capacity for get¬
ting Into trouble.she start* out as a
cabaret singer, advancing to fhe
vaudeville stage. The rest of the story
Is a series of lurid episodes, Involving
the lovely Mollle, crooks, "coke fiends,"
corrupt police, gamblers, Ac., and the
underworld In general. One loses
count of the crimes en route. After
successfully ducking most pursuers
Mollle finally succumb* to the "worst
of the lot, a gambler and political
boss, goes to live with him. and aids
him in hlrf gambling house until she
makes the surprlamg discovery that
he Is running a "brace game" and
that she is being used ae a decoy.
How she happen**! to overlook these
trifle* at first Is not fully clear

In her horror of thei«o discoveries
.he begins to see things clearly, and
runs away to a distant country village,
where «he la to function as the

Madonna of the hills for a wandering
artist. Here she falls In love with
the village parson and ends by marry¬
ing him after the gambler, Davis, has
been properly murdered by one Rat
Morgan. She leaves the parson In
Ignorance of her past. Perhaps Mr.
Empey Intends a sequel to set forth
the troubles that seem brewing for her.
In spite of Its Inflated, sometimes
absurd melodrama the story holds
one's attention, and has some scenes of
real dramatic quality.

Her Furnace Man,
Her Cook, Her Dog
SHEILA AND OTHERS. By Winifred

Cotter. E. P. Dutton & Co.

Reviewed by HELEN AVERIL.
One lays aside this little book of

essays saying to oneself: "What a de¬
lightful woman! And what fun she
has had writing her book!" One feels
a sense of personal acquaintance not
only wltft the author but with the
characters she has Introduced.her
cooks, her furnace man, her "wash-
ladles," her poll parrot and her dogKeddo (oh, the delightful pup-ness of
that pup!)
There Is blue eyed, bright haired,

warm hearted Irish Sheila, with Abel
Ooodfrlend, "rugged, homely and kind,the visellke grip of his horny hand
extended in annual welcome with the
light of the honest blue eye above It
looking straightforwardly Into your
own, like the very Incarnation of Na¬
ture herself guaranteeing another sea¬
son's harvest of benefactions."
Even through the author's effective

magic are we able to visualize the
vacuum cleaner agent, who lioth ex¬
patiated upon and illustrated the Im¬
portance of "chnrm of manner" In
salesmanship, and queried the attrac¬
tion of what he called "the Intellectual
life" when, as he said, he could make
a much better living selling vacuum
cleaners, save money, support n wife
and read "nearly all of Wells" and
Huneker (verily, James Huneker!)
and have fun all along the line.
We are glad to read the confession

that the essayist was quite unable to
answer him. "It was th*se assailing
questions." she says, "this revelation
thai staggered me, that rendered me
dumb." Almost any one leading the
Intellectual life to-day Is dumb before
the poignancy of these questions.
With a sense of humor and a sym¬

pathetic understanding of people, Mrs.<
Cotter uses the simple material of her
household life, and contrives somehow
to punch a window In the sldo walls
of humdrum domestic living through
which to catch refreshing glimpses of

wider landscapes of thought and fetW
In*.
For Instance, of her dog she writes:

'It is hard to realize what a flood of
ight upon our own complex motive®
md Impulses elementary Intelligences
.an Impart. It Is almost startling. In
Keddo's artless ways one got a gllm-
ner of inflections operative much
llgher up the scale. One was humbled
>y knowledge Indirectly gleaned.
"His buoyancy, his trust, his spon-

aneous happiness.was It because he
ildn't know that his little spark of
ife lay between such great gulfs of
iarkness? Is knowledge then a deter-
-ent, and not to be wished for? One
'elt In the light of this small manu-
lacturer of boundless happiness out of
ife's commonest furnishings ashamed
)f one's own dally vintage of care and
perplexities."
Stevenson would have liked that last

lentlment.

Plays in Rhyme
rWO MOTHERS. By John O. Nelhardt
The Macmlllan Company.
Rhymed verse in drama is the diffi¬

cult form in which the poet Nelhardt

presents two poignant stories of moth¬
ers. The wisdom of his choice may

je questioned, and the question will be
left undecided by a reading of the two

plays, for deftness and even more

:han skill are shown In the handling.
Nevertheless, there are crudities that
.nar the effect of poetry which might
fiave been avoided had the author
chosen the blank verse form, dramatic
poetry's great inheritance.
Both these one act plays have ap¬

peared before In magazines and the
first one. which Is called "Eight Hun¬
dred Rubles," has been told already
in prose. The present version proves
that this story belongs to poetry. It
pretends to less than the play "Agrlp-
plna," which fills out the little book,
find Is more successful partly by rea¬

son of this modesty. In the Roman
play exception might well be taken to
the poet's vocabulary, that seems a

little weak and thin where porgeous-
ness was to be expected. The ugly
word "blear" was, it would appear
rrom its frequent use, to have been a

common one In Nero's court
"Agrlppina" becomes great poetry

in the last scene, where the daughter
of Germanicus, swept by passion of
mother love, rejects the thought of
leading the legionaries In revolt
against the evil son whose plot to rid
himself of her by drowning had failed.

Bird Apartments
In the Giant Cactus
BIROS OF THE PAPAGO 8AOTTARO
NATIONAL MONUMKNT. ARIZONA.
By H. S. Swarth. Department of the
Interior. Washington: Government
Printing Office.
The word "monument" suggests a

stone shaft. But this one Is simply
a tract of land set aside "to conserve
certain types of desert vegetation In
a region that Is rapidly changing In
appearance through Increased culti¬
vation of the soil. It is near Phoenix,
Ariz., and not far from the Roosevelt
Bird Reservation on the shores of
Roosevelt Lake.
Whatever influence conserves vege¬

tation keeps the birds as well. The
plant growth of this region Is of the
pparse desert character.cactus artd
the creosote bush, with arrow weeds
and bushes about the water.
The giant cactus takes the place of

trees, and, like the palm of Eastern
ccuntries. supports whole populations
of wild life. Among the species that
depend upon it for food or home or
both are: Saguaro screech owl, elf
owl. Gila woodpecker, Meams gilded
.flicker. Western red tailed hawk,
Swalnson hawk, ash throated fly
catcher, purple martin and houseflnCh.
Even a mourning dove has been found
sitting upon its eggs In a gouged out
cavity of the cactus.
"The labor of excavating the nest¬

ing holes must necessarily fall en¬

tirely upon the glided flicker and Gila

mmtmmmtm mi.im mi.

New Books
Fiction.

A CAflE IN CAMERA.By Oliver Onion*.
. Macmlllan.
THE UNSEEN HAS.By Natalie Sum¬
ner Lincoln. Appletcm.
GROWTH OF SOIL.(By Kmit Hjynsun.Translated by W. W. Worater. In two
volumes. Knopf.

THE TILER'S JEWEL.By Harlan H.
Ballard. Stratford.

WHITE DOMINOES.By Florence M.
Pettee. Rellly & Lee.
History and Public Affairs.

WHAT HAPPENED AT JUTLAND:
THE TACTICS OF THE BATTLE.By
C. C. QUI. Doran.

Political Science.
THE EVOLUTION OF REVOLUTION.
By H. M. H.vndman. Bonl & Llv-
rlght.

Religion.
THE PROBLEM OF CHRISTIAN
UNITY.By various writers., Macmll¬
lan.

Travel.
THE GEOGRAPHY OF GENIUS.By
James W. Lee. Revell.

Health.
HOW THE MIND CURES.By George
F. Butler. Knopf.

A TEXTBOOK OF GYMNASTICS.By
K. A. Knudsen. Llpplncott.

VITALIC BREATHING.By Thomas R.
Gaines. Rellly & Lee.

Juvenile.
THE BOY WHO LOST HIS NAME.By
Christine Ware. Abingdon Press.

THE BOOK OF CHILDREN'S GAMES
.By Constance Wakeford Long. Dut-
ton.

Music.
SHORT STORIES IN THE NATURE
OF MUSIC.By Herbert Antcliffe.
Button.

SONGS OF TWO SAVOYARDS-Words
by W. S. Gilbert. Music by Arthur
Sullivan. Dutton.

Outdoors.
CAMPING AND WOODCRAFT-By
Horace Kcphart. New edition. Mac¬
mlllan.

Writers and Writing.
A SHORT HISTORY OF RUSSIAN
LITERATURE.Translated from the
Russian of Shakhnovskl' by SergeTomkeyeff. Dutton.

M Iscellaneons.
THE ENGLISH VILLAGE CHURCH.
By Alfred Hopkins. William Helburn,Inc.

THE UNIVERSITY IN OVERALLS.ByAlfred Fltzpatrlck. Toronto: Frontier
College.

PRACTICAL BANK OPBRATION.
Prepared by L. H. 1-nnKston. Two
volumes. Ronald Press/

CONJURIN& TRICKS By A. H.
Walker and Horace Walker. Dutton.

ANIMAL FOODSTFFFS.By E. W.
Shanahan. Dutton.

BLASCO IBANEZ' latest novel is

The Enemies of
Women

bv the author of The Four Horsemen
of the Apocalypse." $2.15. If not in
your local book store, can be had from
E. P. Dutton A Co., 681 5th At., N. Y.

"All England Is Reading"
All America Will Read

By E. M. HULL
A powerful novel of
love, amid the glamour
and color of the desert.

Small, Maynard& Company

i

"A good subject cannot serve two
masters; lay not two saddles on

one horse."

The WISDOM of
THE CHINESE

Selected and Edited by
Brian Broion

Foreword by Ly Hoi Sang.
Selections from Confucius, Men-
cius, Lao-Tzu, Yang Chu, Chuang
Tzu and many other Chinese poets
and sages.

$2.50 at all bookstores.

Publishers BRENTANO'S New York

Tne Tree ot the Desert.
woodpecker.probably upon the former
for the moot pert; for these ere tho
only blrde with the nk111 and equip¬
ment for such labor*. Do theae wood¬
pecker* of their own choice construct
now tfWPlihifa year after year, leaving
laet year'* homea to their unskilled
neighbors, or are they unfortunate
drudges. frequently compelled by more
belligerent associate* to abandon their
completed work? However thin may
!w, the exigencies of tho situation fre¬
quently l>rin>r about an apartment-
ltouse like condition, with several dl-
verve tenants living In close proximity,
one above the other,"

I

SISTERS
INLAW

"It's the best thing Mrs.
Atherton has done, to our

mind," says the IxndwMle
Times. "The more we

think about the book the
better we like it. It grows
on ua."

"Mrs. Atherton has woven
her romance with rare
deftness that draws the
reader from page to

page. . . Its characteriza¬
tion is firm, spirited and

A brilliant, Intimate
novel of two women
and a man in San
Francisco society and
out of it. "Apart from
and above the crowd of
living American women
writers stands Gertrude
Atherton," says the
Cincinnati Enquirer,
"rich in those rare

qualities of sane im¬
agination, originality
and courage . . . She
has never been better
than in 'Sisters in
Law'."

convincing N. V. Sun.

cloth, se.oo
Paper $1.50

By
GERTRUDE
ATHERTON

448 Fourth Ave. FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY, New York

THESTRENGTH
OF THE PINES

Bit
EDISON MARSHALL
Author of "The Voice of the Pack "

" Tlit. Strength of the Pines' is written by
one who' lores the West end who writes inter*
estingly of Its wild animal life and makes the
reader sense the bigness and awesomeness of
the Oregon country.".N*w York Trlbun».

$130 whertver boola «n told

LITTLE. BROWN A CO.. Publisher*, Boston

SEE AMERICA AS ROYALTY SEES IT. READ

Across America with the
King of the Belgians

By PIERRE GOEMAERE
The author is a distinguished Belgian journalist who was selected to accom¬
pany the Belgian royalties on their visit to America. The book is no
official document but personal discriminating impressions most informally
set down. One gets his idea of American humor as exhibited in the movie*;
his first, impressions of New York from the Hay; the pride of his loyalheart in America's reception of his adored King; a curious story of how
prohibition came about; comment on Pullmans, Chicago, the plains; not
to mention American moral* a* seen by European eyes. And his deligbt
in ( alifornia would satisfy even "n native son."

ff.00, Obtainable at any book ftorr or direct from
E. P. BUTTON & CO.. 681 Fifth Ave., New York


